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I was at the wheel and, you may be sure, innumer-
able smoking-rooms will find me at that wheel again,
will have to travel with me down that road. I have
now a story that is a fit companion for that other story
of mine, that account of how I once changed down to
low gear with a screwdriver, when everything began
to break in the middle of a Buckinghamshire hilL

The road dwindled to a mere tattered length of
tape threading itself through the hills. There were
great holes everywhere, and at times the steering-
wheel was nothing better than a rattling useless ring
of metal. The hills piled themselves all round us,
great screens of slaty rock threatened to overwhelm
our trumpery shivering craft, and the narrow bitten
track went twisting this way and that, offering
steeper gradients every five minutes. And now the
mere drizzle, which had accompanied us for the last
hour or two, darkened into a torrential downpour,
blotting out everything but the next few yards of
road. I had to open the windscreen because it was
impossible to see through it. Big drops would hit me
in the eye, so that at times I saw nothing at all. The
track got worse, the rain fell more heavily, the car
rattled and roared and leaped and bumped, and we
laughed and shouted to one another, being now in
that state of curious and half-sickening exaltation
which visits us when sudden death is apparently
just round the corner. But as the nightmare track
lengthened out and the rain still fell in sheets, com-
pletely drenching us, smashing through hood and